My bosom echoed his last faint sigh ; But war is war, and the trumpets bray, And we march though the best and the bravest lie Unnamed, unnoticed, just dead by the way. Had I raised a stone that might bear his name, What good ? I was nameless as well as he. 'Tis the deeds that are done swell the note of fame, Not those we dream of as yet to be. I could but cover his sweet, still face, And marvel his heart so calmly lay, And pray, as I stepped to the ranks in his place, I might fall in the battle, and not by the way. ?Hiujh Conway
